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For almost forty years, he's been there. The longest relationship I've ever had in my life, and he still quickens 
my blood. | know there have been time he's felt | only want him for a quick fuck when there are no women 
available. Not always, but | see it in his eyes sometimes. He never says anything, but when | sense that he 
feels like that | try to be especially gentle with him. It isn't easy. Sometimes | want him so bad | can't stand it 
and all | can think of is grabbing that perfect ass and taking him. | become like a rutting animal and | have to 
slow down and remind myself how special he is, how much | treasure him. 


It's that way right now. He's across the stage playing his solo and | can't tear my eyes off him. His long blonde 
hair is flying, some strands in his face, and his expression so like the expression he has when he's under me, 
lost in another world where there is nothing but joy. | want to go over there, | want to grab him from behind, 
slide my hands beneath that guitar, and touch him until | feel that he wants me. It's happened before, when | 
haven't been able to restrain myself, haven't been able to keep my hands off him. Steve scowls at me but the 


crowd loves it and I don't care. All | care about is Jan. 


| know we won't make it back to the hotel tonight, | won't be able to wait that long. I'll find someplace backstage 
where | can get him alone. Skin slick with sweat, adrenaline high from the concert, I'll pin him against a wall and 
shove my tongue down his throat while he's shoving his hand down my trousers. Oh yes, he feels the need too. 
He never hesitates, never stops me when I'm like this. He will drop to his knees in front of me, devouring me. 


l'm so hard thinking about it | don't know how | even remember my lyrics, but | do. 


He dances over to Davey and as always | feel that pang of jealousy. | know he doesn't do it to make me jealous, 
he's lost in the music, it's all he's thinking about, but | still get jealous even after all these years. Its funny, 
but | don't feel that way when my wife goes on holiday with her friends. | never feel that way except with Jan. 
| don't want to share him. Of course he has a wife too and | suppose | share him with her and their kids, but 
it doesn't feel the same. They're on the periphery, they're in the background of our lives. And they know it, 


both our wives know it. They accept it, they know it will never change, that we will never give each other up. 


The show is over, we've said our goodbyes to the crowd. Jan is still hyped, still a bundle of energy, as am |. 
This energy will not go to waste. It seems forever until we're finished with the post-show bullshit and can 
head back to the dressing rooms. We don't make it that far. | don't know what this room is, some sort of 
equipment storage room, but it doesn't matter. | pull Jan inside and we're all over one another before the door 
even clicks closed. He's hard already too, he knew this was going to happen. Within seconds we're free of our 
pants and the feel of him against me nearly sends me over the edge. No one has ever been able to get me 


there so fast except Jan. 


He doesn't waste time with the preliminaries this time, he pulls me to him and leans across an equipment cart. 
It's not our favorite position, | want to be able to see him, to watch his face as he gets closer and closer to 
orgasm, watch his face go slack when it hits him and he cries out with the moaning gasp that he always does. 
But the need is too urgent and | take him, with nothing more than spit and sweat to ease the way. We don't 
mind, it doesn't matter, we've done it countless times with nothing more. It doesn't take long for either of us, 
it never does right after a show. There will be time back at the hotel to take it slow and indulge one another, 
this is all about primal lust. 


I'm sure the others notice our absence and I'm equally sure they know why. After so many years, they know. 
Each one of them has almost caught us a dozen times, but they give us our space. They give us our time 
together because they know it's as necessary as oxygen to us. Even Steve and Rod know, it's an unspoken thing 
and they may not like it, but by now they know it isn't going to affect the band. No, what would affect the 
band would be if we were denied one another. When | was gone, Jan's spark died and they all noticed it. Even 


though we got together every chance we could, it wasn't enough. We will never get enough. 


The others are still in the showers when we finally emerge. We were only gone for ten minutes. No one was 
around so before we took our own showers | pulled Jan to me and kissed him. 

"| love you, you know." 

He gave me that smile. "You had better. | love you, too." 
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